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frost. It was dark, with a cold mist, when we set out and we were
chilled to the marrow bones when we arrived.

"Doubtless we shall have a good breakfast," said Maurois. "Porridge,
ham and eggs, plenty of hot coffee. Glorious thought!"

We were saluted smartly by the sentries outside headquarters. We
were shown into a nicely furnished room. On one of the tables lay a
big book opened with blank pages.

The General entered and greeted us breezily.

"Good morning! Good morning! Rather cold!" He chatted a little
about the weather.

"A hard winter, eh? Very unpleasant for the troops!"

Then he turned to Andr6 Maurois.

"I keep a visitors' book," he said, "I should much like to have your
autograph, if I may. Here's the book."

.   "With pleasure," said Maurois. With a fountain pen ready for him
he wrote his name in the big book.

"Will you oblige me too, Gibbs?"

"Certainly, General."

I wrote my name in the big book.

"Well now, that's fine," said the General. "Sorry you had such a
long way to come. Good morning, gentlemen!"

He shook hands with each of us. We were conducted to the door.
The sentries saluted smartly. We found ourselves in the road again
with the snow and ice and the chilling mist.

When out of ear-shot of the sentries Maurois and I laughed loudly.

"Unbelievable!" I exclaimed.

"Is it possible?" exclaimed Maurois. "No hot coffee! No porridge!
No ham and eggs!"

"One day," said Maurois somewhat later, "I shall write a short
story. It shall be entitled La signature de M. Maurois. I will have my
revenge!"

9
THE KING RECEIVES Us
During the King's visit to the B.E.F. we took turns in going round
with him to different units billeted in French villages and old farm-
houses, where the stench of manure, and cows, and pigs holds the very
spirit of rural France. It was all very picturesque with a touch of
historical romance in its setting and the young King who had been so
good with boys in his holiday camp, was equally simple and un-
affected with officers and men.